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among the women present than the men, but there 
was a general uproar as she came down at a rush 
from the platform and sat down again in her place 
among the "Twelve Tribes" while Brother Zekiel 
remarked gently as he assisted a pale little quadroon 
on crutches up the steps and brought her forward: 
"I'm sorry ter see Sister Collins on crutches; but 
she say de yudder feller still in baid; an' ef we 
wants a fighter ter fight er fighter" (he chuckled) 
"I backs her." [Applause.^ 

"Yes, Sir! I kin fight" said Sister Collins in a 
soft voice, an' I ain't ask nobody ter pertec' me, 
ef de flat-iron handy; but 'sposin' dat hard head I 
hit didn't mend, who gwine ter jail me? Men. 
Ef dat no-count nigger jes' mean enough ter die, 
who gwineter hang me? Men! Men makes de laws 
we wirrvmin ain't give no hand in, but we bleege ter 
min'. An' dat'd be bad enough (looking wither- 
ingly at some of the most noted characters of the 
"Hill") ef they was reel men; but most er dese hyar 
men ain't nuthin' but Jmertation men, no how!'.' 

If she had not already been hors de combat she 
might have fared badly at this at the hands of some 
of the infuriated males present. But she stuck to 
her post valiantly until Brother Zekiel had brought 
calm again, then ended recklessly: "I don't keer ef 
you-all claps or hisses, you is plumb scared to give 
MS a chanct ter prove we is fittin' fur the Vote, 
'cause Gawd knows you-all is done prove you ain't." 

"Woman's place at home!" shouted the invariable 
Anti in every Suffrage audience. 

"So is de man place, ef he kin behave hissef" 
responded Sister Collins stoutly. But you cullud 
men ain't see yit dat you-all an' de wimmen is in de 



same boat. De white man say : 'A woman all right, 
ef she know her place; but he want ter place her.' 
An' he say: 'A nigger all right ef he know his 
place; but he want ter place him, too.' " 

At last she had won her audience, and was 
applauded to the echo as she was assisted off the 
platform. 

The next and last speaker was a dapper, half- 
educated, very self-satisfied little colored man who 
was nearly white and had all the white man's insin- 
cerities and pat objections at his finger-end. His 
opening remark — which proved also to be his closing 
one — ^was an illustration : "It's all very well to talk 
about the 'good' women having the Vote" he re- 
marked in very careful English "but how about the 
'bad' women? Do you know (solemnly) there are 
Fifty thousand of them walking the streets of New 
York to-night?" 

This was too much for Brother Zekiel who was 
an old politician and a reader of men : 

"Mebbe dey is!" he cried, jumping up and brush- 
ing the speaker aside in his excitement "Mebbe dey 
is Fifty thousan' bad women walkin' de streets er 
New York to-night. But dey ain't walkin' by dey' 
sef! What I wants ter know is; Who walkin' wid 
'em?" 

Such a shout went up at this that it quite over- 
whelmed the smart little Anti, and Brother Zekiel 
brought the meeting to a triumphant conclusion 
with these words : 

"I don't want ter hurt nobody's feelin's; but it 
seem ter me dat us colored men in partic'Iar is jes' 
nachelly bleege ter stan' fur No Segergation, Male 
nur Female, Black nur White!" 

Rosalie M. Jonas 



THE CHAMPIONS OF THE SKY 



The sky is our field of tourney. 

And a well-aimed bomb, like a glove, 
Is a challenge to mortal battle 

In the freezing heights above. 
I skim on my winged charger. 

Mounting with answering roar; 
Darting, hovering, looping. 

We fence, and fire, and soar. 



The mighty wings are riddled, 

I am wounded in back and head, 
My pulses throb like the engine. 

As I fight through the blinding red. 
Higher and higher we struggle 

Till I wheel aloft like a hawk. 
Swooping down as I fire 

And his splintered engines balk ! 



Then the great machine goes plunging 

Like a diver through vacant space. 
And the loosened body goes whirling. 

As they shoot on their earthward race ; 
And I circle home like a sea-gull 

Where the long, dim hangars lie. 
There by their ready battle-planes 

Wait the champions of the sky. 



Phoebe Hoffman 



